SOME LETTERS OF
[To Ferdinand SchevilL]
THE PLAYERS.
16 GRAMERCY PARK.
Easter Sunday —'98. DEAR FERD:
I was sorry not to see you to say goodbye, though the weeks that intervene between now and July 1st, when the summoning hour calls me to penance, are already shortening so visibly that the ceremony of leave-taking seems superfluous. New York I find all I fondly imagined, and more. The fellows I have met here are immensely cordial ; they have set me down at two or three interesting clubs where I am gradually getting an insight into this wonderfully virile and variegated life. Here at the Players especial!}' there are no end of beguiling humans. Most of them are only moderately elegiac, to be sure, and their allegiance to the sisters of the sacred well is tempered by their interest in the genie of the box-office till; but they are splendidly American and contemporary, and some of them are doing good work. I dined last night with the man who did Tess over, and the air of getting things jammed through which pervaded him is pleasantly characteristic
102is mud — sky, lake, boulevard, factory, flat, one featureless contiguity of Mud — to say nothing of People and their Insides.
